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She repeated in a louder tone:
"Will you marry me?"
At last he said with a smile:
"Have you any doubt about it?"
Then the thought forced itself on his mind that his
conduct was infamous, and in order to make a kind
of reparation to the dead man, he offered to watch by
his side himself.   But, feeling ashamed of this pious
sentiment, he added, in a flippant tone:
"It would be perhaps more seemly."
"Perhaps so, indeed," she said, "on account of
the servants,"
The bed had been drawn completely out of the al-
cove. The nun was near the foot of it, and at the
head of it sat a priest, a different one, a tall, spare
man, with the look of a fanatical Spaniard. On the
night-table, covered with a white cloth, three wax-
tapers were burning.
Frederick took a chair, and gazed at the corpse.
The face was as yellow as straw. At the corners
of the mouth there were traces of blood-stained foam,
A silk handkerchief was tied around the skull, and
on the breast, covered with a knitted waistcoat, lay a
silver crucifix between the two crossed hands.
It was over, this life full of anxieties! How many
journeys had he not made to various places? How
many rows of figures had' he not piled together?
How many speculations had he not hatched? How
many reports had he not heard read? What quack-
,eries, what smiles and curvets! For he had acclaimed
Napoleon, the Cossacks, Louis XVIII., 1830, the work-
ing-men, every regime, loving power so dearly that
he would have paid in order to have the opportunity
of selling himself.